Dear Harold 


Mondqy 

25 November 1974 


It has been so long since I last wrote that I 
feel quite ashamed at writing now. After so much time 
I can plead nothing but sheer neglect stemming largely 
from personal hassles since my separation last year 
and even before, things since then and even into the 
present that gobbled up my time and attention 
mercilessly. 


I stopped writing because I had given up on doing 
research into assassinations. Some serious personal 
matters interfered, to be sure, but— like so many 
others who went by the wayside — I simply despaired 
of doing anything good, my monograph on the minute 
fragments in the head was the blaze of glory that 
issued me out. I have done nothing since then. 

It occurred to me today, however, that I was 
foolish in neglecting to keep in touch, for I took 
you to be a friend — assassinations aside — and in 
failing to write I neglected you as a friend. I’m 
very sorry for that, very sorry indeed. 

I plan to visit my sister in Trenton next month, 
xpoita the 12th to about th© 18th, and I would be happy 
to stop by and see you for a day or so, if you are 
free and will have me. 


Possibly, too, I could get in touch with noward, 
another victim of my neglect, and we could come to 
see you together. 

The year has been wierd, the most hideous of my 
not for any reason connected with my separation, 
by the way, for in this things are fine, my wife 
enjoying a more pleasant life than before, and my 
children bright and happy . Hut I had a whopper of a 
hassle thrust at me in early January that at one point 
nearly put me T round the bend — a true whopper. it’s 
all but over now; there's only a bit of aftermath that 
I T m waiting for, but when that passes, everything will 
be fine. 


Sorry . I don’t mean to be mysterious, but there 
is no way to describe this matter simply, it was 
exceedingly complex, choked with inextricable paradoxes. 

I hope to hear from you soon. If I don’t I’ll 
phone you when I get to New Jersey. ’ 

Stay well. And give iil a kiss for me. 

Still, | 



